CHINA CYCLE

were the usual passengers in the buses ; but they are all tough
underneath, these Chinese, and they put a good face on it.
One of the ladies changed her dress in the bus, discarding her
warm travelling gown, put on for a night in the tow, for some-
thing more suitable to the sweltering heat. She disclosed in
doing so only the all-embracing and depressingly utilitarian
under-garments that Chinese ladies affect, but incurred the
strong disapproval of my little Cantonese interpreter, who "did
not think much of these loose women from Shanghai and
thanked the Lord, or whatever power it is that Chinese
acknowledge, that he was never likely to go there. Later I
went to the East river again, this time by car and at night,
as both road and railway were subject to enemy attack.
Waichow was unchanged except for the absence of cockerels,
and I only remember vividly a moment when the fuses blew
out and we were stranded, silent and lonely, in the moonless
night. Not silent for long. We were surrounded by paddy
fields, under water at this period, and each field contained
a thousand frogs and a million cicalas. The croaking of the
one and the "thin, throbbing screech of the other swelled as our
ears became attuned, the menacing toccata swung from crescendo
to fortissimo, till I felt I had to shout to make myself heard
by the chauffeur beside me, over the gigantic volume of baleful
sound. I expected the king frog at any minute to come lumber-
ing out of the water with his myrmidons, to leave only a
white skeleton of an Englishman gleaming in the black stagnant
pools. When the lights flashed on again I felt very silly.
Civilisation does not cure one of being afraid of the dark.

I have been anxious in this chapter not to exaggerate the
effect the war on their doorstep had on the foreigners in Canton.
We have seen even in England how quickly a period of freedom
from attack breeds the illusion of security. After a week or two
in which no aeroplanes were seen to implement the daily
alarms, the new skin grew as it were over the city's wounds and
its life became practically normal again. How much more
did this apply to us spectators, who, provided we kept off Tom
Tiddler's ground, were apparently in no personal danger. In
spite of the protests of the Consul-General we continued to
watch the raids from the Shameen rooftops, and we soon be-
came familiar with those cauliflowers of smoke that gladdened

58